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	1. Xreobolis

VORTAL

**The story of the first freindly vort on earth, and it's adventures in trying to understand the odd planet. some language. R&R**

**VORTAL**

The Vortigaunt City, Xreoblios (Pronounced Zretropolis), Xen

Looking at it now, you couldn't tell the city had been the capital of the Borderworld at one point. It had towers taller than any on Earth, large libraries, and a museum of curious artifacts, including a metal can that stored liquid, a spiky plant in an odd container, and a script bound between two pieces of flayed skin, entitled The Complete works of Wilam Shakspar, from which the Vortal kind learned an odd language, or at least parts of it. Then, the Nihilanth (pronounced Nahalanth) took over. The Nihilanth was the leader of a species originally called Ygdr'siil, which meant leader or commander, due to the fact that they had the brains to lead all of Xen. All of them were smaller than the Vortigaunts, except for the Nihilanth. They had already enslaved one of the two other borderworld races, the X'clath (Alien Grunts). Then, they took the Vortal Empire. It was a surprise attack; The X'clath stormed them by sky. They were shackled, and told to either invade another world, or to stay and manage the city and remake it in the Nihilanth's image. The rebels were fed to the Antlions or just killed on the spot. Then, it happened. A great disturbance in the Vortessence was felt throughout the Vortal kind. They saw it as clearly as if they were there: The Nihilanth, falling to an odd-looking creature. It had only two arms, two eyes, and orange and black skin. It was wielding a weapon that was made of red and black metal. The weapon was the last thing the Nihilanth saw as it fell. Then, the creature was gone. The shackles of the Vortigaunts split, and it is here where are story really begins.

Xrotee (Crotee), as was his given name, was working in the Antlion farms when it happened. There was a loud SNAP! And his collar gave, as did his suppression manacles. He turned and attacked the nearest X'clath he could find and turned it to a pile of meat with full, unsuppressed Vortal power. "What is this?" he asked in his native tongue. "The Nihilanth is…dead?" He held his arms to the sky and cried the only word that was heard around Xen at the time: "Freedom!" There was a rumbling sound and it was clear what was happening: a storm. Not an ordinary storm, a portal storm. He looked up and saw the shimmer heading his way. The storms did not generally affect organic matter, but he teleported as far into the city as he could. Then, he started running. He could detect that there was still a teleporter working, and that it might take him to the other world. Unfortunately, he tripped, and his leg got stuck under a Snark egg sac. "K'latha!" he swore. If I provided a translation for this, it would be censored anyway. And with that, the storm swept over him, and he was gone, into the other world.


	2. Welcome to Black Mesa

BLACK MESA RESEARCH FACILITY, EARTH BLACK MESA RESEARCH FACILITY, EARTH

**LAMBDA COMPLEX **

Eli Vance looked around, trying to balance left leg, which was his only leg now thanks to a Bullsquid. He had a gun in one arm, and his daughter, the young Alyx Vance in the other. Trying to support him was Isaac Kleiner, who had a very nasty gash along his left arm, and Judith Mossman, who was the assistant to Doctor Rosenberg. Under him was a Marine who had just been shot dead by

"Hang on, Eli, we got you." Judith said. "Easy there, big guy, easy."

"Judith, hold Alyx for me. I need to sit down." Eli said, on the verge of tears. He had just lost his wife because of Doctor Breen. He swore that, if he ever saw that son of a bitch in person again, he would kill him, and he would make him suffer. These thoughts were interrupted by the sudden appearance of a single Vortigaunt before him.

Xrotee was confused about what just happened. A Storm that could cause organic matter to be teleported was a rare- and often lethal- occurrence in Xen. He stood up and saw some very odd creatures: they appeared to have two layers of skin, but only in some areas. There blood was red, and they had two eyes, two arms, and the primary layer of skin was white, except on the one who had only one leg. They had a stunned look on there faces, and appeared to be armed with an odd looking metal device shaped somewhat like a Houndeye that was missing it's two front legs. He approached them, not thinking they were a threat.

"What the!" Judith said, instinctively reaching for a gun, only to find there was none. "Damn! Eli, shoot it!"

"I-I cuh… cuhm…" the creature began.

"Eli, wait! I think it's trying to communicate!" Isaac exclaimed.

"Trying to talk, eh? Well, talk to this!" Eli said, making a very rude human gesture. Of course, Vortigaunts only have two fingers, so they did not understand the significance or insignificance of this.

"I-come…in…. puh-puh- peache…peace…"

"Well, you're gonna leave in pieces!" Eli yelled, preparing to fire. But, just as he was disabling the safety, the Vort hit his gun with a burst of lightning, and the ammunition was melted. "Damn! That was my last clip! At least I still have this!" Eli said, holding up a crowbar. The Vort seemed to recoil at the sight of it

"Eli! Let's try and talk with it!" Kleiner suggested.

"Do you have a death wish or something?!" asked Eli. "It's gonna fry your organs!"

"He right, Kleiner, Let's just kill it." Judith said.

"Never! If it tries to harm me, then shoot it!" He approached the Vortigaunt cautiously. The Vort noticed a rather nasty arm wound that Kleiner had, and stared at it. "Err…." Kleiner began, but before he could speak, the Vort lunged onto Kleiner, attaching its hands to the wound he had. "AahhhhAhhhh…." Kleiner gasped. It was painful experience, yet soothing at the same time. It was like dipping a recently burned hand into a bucket of ice water. Eli raised his gun and…. "STOP!" Kleiner yelled. "Look at what it did to my arm!" He held up his limb to show what had occurred: the sleeve was still torn, but the wound underneath it had stopped bleeding. In fact, on closer inspection, Eli saw that it was gone almost completely. There was a scar, but just barley visible. The Vort then walked over to Eli.

Eli Vance closed his eyes in anticipation of the feeling of his blood literally boiling, his fluids exploding inside his organs. The Vort touched his leg very lightly, and he felt a warm sensation, like the pleasant feeling he got when he ate his wife's chocolate chip cookies. He looked down, and saw not the mangled and bloody mess that was there before, but a leg that looked like it had been amputated and sealed by a professional surgeon. "What the hell?" Eli asked. He looked inquisitively at the alien, then back at his leg. The Vort bowed and withdrew.

"Now will you let me try and communicate with it?" Isaac asked.

"Fine. What's taking Gordon so long? He should be back by now!" Eli asked.

"Gore…duhn?" asked the Vort. "Look like?"

"He's asking what Gordon looks like?" Judith said." Why would he care?"

"Hang on" Isaac said, rummaging in his lab coat. He took out a picture of the Black Mesa sector C science team, and pointed to the man second from the right "That's him. That's Gordon Freeman." Kleiner replied.

Xrotee looked at the picture. It certainly looked like what slayed the Nihilanth, but it didn't have the Orange and Black skin.

"My name is Isaac Kleiner, and I am human." Isaac said, pointing to himself and hoping some kind of "Me-Tarzan-You-Jane" situation ensued.

"Xrotee" The alien said, indicating himself. "Vort-y-gaunt"

"How do you know our language?" asked Kleiner.

Not knowing how to answer this, the alien quoted the manuscript he was taught from: "Two be, or newt two be, that is the quest y on: Weather 'tis knolbbier in the mine to sulfur the swings and narrows of our miss fortune…"

"It sounds like…Shakespeare? Why is he quoting that?" Judith asked.

"Well," Kleiner began, "When we were still teleporting books across the room, we decided to experiment with the complete works of William Shakespeare. It didn't reappear, so we assumed that it disintegrated when it was teleported. But, it looks like it somehow ended up in Xen."

Then, a radio on the dead soldier's body crackled to life"…I repeat, evacuate the area! This is Commander J. Barn! Get the hell out of here! The area is too dangerous, and as such, we have received direct orders from the President to explode the ballistic missile stored here! Forget about Freeman, and get the (language filter) out now! You have One Hour and Thirty Minutes until everything here goes north of the clouds! I repeat, one hour, thirty minutes!"

"Shit!" Eli yelled "Not the nuke!"

"Oh, Great Scott!" Kleiner yelled. "We need to get out of here!"

"The Aeronautic and Space research department is closest to the surface." Judith remarked. "If we can get there, we may be able to get out of here alive."

"Two problems:" Eli began "One: Going there mean probably rescuing Magnusson, and Two: It's at the other end of the Facility! It would take at least an hour and fifteen minutes, and even if the rail systems were working, we wouldn't make it!"

"Two…grate…a…dis… tance?" Xrotee asked.

"Far too great a distance I'm afraid- what are you doing?" Kleiner asked. The Vortigaunt started chanting in an odd language that none of them could understand. It's hands glowed with a green energy. The energy enveloped them all, and they were blinded with green light for a split second. Then, when their eyes adjusted, they saw that they were near the middle of the facility, Sector E, the Biodome complex.

"Natural Teleportation?" Kleiner asked to no one in particular "Interesting…"

"Well, this will be a considerably shorter walk now." Judith said, picking up a gun from the body of a dead security guard. "Let's go."

"What!" Kleiner said. "After all he's done for us, We're going to just leave him here?!"

Eli sighed, "Ok, he can come with us. But anything fishy, and I throw him to the Marines! Understood?"

"Un… dar… stewed…" The Vortigaunt replied.


End file.
